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Soviet. Her students from this or that depart-
ment always came to catch her before she went
to her work, so that they should not trespass on
her time, they said. They had a particular ques-
tion to ask her or something to show her; or they
hoped that Marie, overnight, had got out a prob-
lem for them. She often had. "Oh, Mr. So-and-
So, your solution wouldn't work, but I have
another for you. . , ." Marie turned from one
difficult piece of work to another, the crowd in-
creased, each one bringing a difficult conundrum.
Marie seemed not to mind what mental gym-
nastics they expected of her- Problems were
often put to her in broken French or broken
English, which added to the difficulty in hand.
The Institute was quite a tower of Babel with
all the languages of the East as well as all the
tongues of the "West. Marie tells a tale of her
Chinese student who talked with her in English;
he was so polite that even when she was wrong
and he knew it, he had to agree with her and she
had to use the very best of her brain to guess the
silent contradiction which was at the back of his
mind. She said that she was ashamed of her own
manners in the presence of her Eastern students:
"They are so much more civilized than we."
The hall session often seemed unending and
Marie would have to sit to it and, as there were
no chairs, to sit on the stairs. It is a charming
picture to think of her squatting on the lowest
stair teaching her tall students at their feet. She
was chief of the laboratory; she had read every